_____________THE RAVELL'D SLEAl'E________\'^
" If we don't deport them," said I, " theyvK&>|
to be watched."                                                   ^
Palin started and shot a glance at his wrist.
" Gomorrah calling," he cried. " I've got to take
over from Stiven in half an hour." With an effort
he got to his feet. "Wake me in twenty minutes.
The flesh must be served."
With an awful look, he shambled into the inn.
" There you are," said Lady Olivia.
The position was plainly awkward.
Hubert was still in the Rolls, sleeping upon its
cushions as though he would never wake: Stiven was
far from rested: after his spell of duty, Palin would
be ' all in': and though I could hold up my head,
it was all I could do. Leave our prisoners we dared
not, in case some peasant should find them and set
them free: yet we could not spare the strength to
deport them as we had arranged, because we might
have to give battle the following day.
Lady Olivia was speaking.
" You'll have to enlarge them this evening, some
fifty miles off."
" I believe we shall," I said faintly. " It's utter
madness, but I don't know what else we can do."
" Why is it utter madness ? "
" Harris is dangerous," I said. " It's like enlarging
a wolf."
My lady tilted her chair.
" You can hardly shoot him," she said. " And if
he's out for trouble, it won't make very much difference
how far you take him away. Of course you must
give yourself time to get into Hohenems before he
contrives to get back."
" I know," said I. " The honest truth is that, now
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